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LOOKING back on those next twenty-four hours is, I find,
like looking at a stage through the wrong end of a pair
of opera-glasses. The people on It are moving., but their
faces are too small to see. I must try to turn the glasses
the right way round. And yet, when I try to do that the
figures are blurred at the edges and distorted. It is only
by, so to speak, looking at one portion of the stage at a
time that I can see things clearly.

I realise now, of course, that I had completely lost
my sense of proportion. It is always quite easy to realise
that afterwards. The remarkable thing is that during the
day which followed I did not lose touch with reality al-
together. It was, to put it mildly, a fantastic day. The
first touch of fantasy was provided by, of all people, Major
Clandon-Hartley.

I was late down to breakfast and only the Vogels were
left on the terrace.

I had a swelling that felt the size of a cannon-ball on
the back of my head. Though not unduly painful now,
it was very tender, and when I walked it throbbed every
time my heels touched the ground.

I went rather gingerly to the terrace and sat down. The
Vogels were just getting up to go. They beamed at me
and came over. We exchanged good mornings. Then Herr
Vogel fired the first shot of the day.
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